'But I know. Listen, there is very little food in this city. There is
little room also. So many houses have been burnt down. There is little
room for reptiles. The Zoological Gardens were closed down a long
time ago. One must not waste a single crumb on reptiles, must one?
Human beings must be fed first.*

'Why are you talking about the Zoological Gardens? Why all these
words about reptiles?'

'I am not talking about reptiles,' Madame Touras was gentle and
patient, 1 am talking to one of them.* Slowly, quietly, she got up and
came towards Michael.

'But I have done you a service,' he screamed, and could say no more.
Madame Touras stopped in front of him, a small black revolver
gleamed in her steady podgy hand, and, swiftly, neatly, she shot him.
There were shrieks from the doorway, and a girl came rushing in, but
Madame Touras remained quiet, saying to her: 'Stop that screaming.
Go to the Domkom at once. The chairman will be there. Tell him that
Alina Toura^ Lett, has just shot a man. Tell him it is a killing, not a
murder.*

Alone Madame Touras pulled Michael's body away from the door,
covered the shattered face with a soiled pillow-case, and walked to the
window. When the Domkom man arrived, she turned and said
quietly:

'There is blood by the door. Don't step into it. I have hardly any
wood left for the stove, and I cannot get any hot water------'

The Chairman of the Domkom gasped at her. 'So there has been a
murder. I thought that girl was inventing a story.'

'There has been no murder. I have shot him. I had to. He was a
reptile.'

'First a raid, and now a murder. This is too much for one morning,
Citizeness Touras. Why, this house will get a bad name ... And who
shot him? You? Goodness, and I have no paper! I have used the last
bit in the office. How can I make a proper report? The girl said it was a
killing, not a murder, but you cannot get away with a killing.'

'I am not trying to get away with it,' said Madame Touras. 1 have
done it. And you must do your duty. It should be easy.*

'How can it be easy? I must make my report, call in the militiamen.
I have no paper. The telephone is out of order.* He sucked one
maimed thumb. 'And I cannot leave you here. I must stay with you.

Otherwise it would be irregular------'
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